The 7 rage die of 'ym 

What power the Duke of Y orkc had ) euied there, 

T hen with directions to rcpaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Hcrefords boy? 

H. Per. No my good Lo: for that is not forgot, 

Which ncre ldid remembcr,tomy knowledge 
1 neuer in my life did looke on him. 

North. Then learns to know him now,this is the Dulcet 

H.'Ter. My gracious Lo: I tender you my fcruicc* 

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daies foal i ipen and confirmc 
To more approued leruice and defert. 

Bail. I tnanke thee gentle Perfy, and be fore, 

I count my felfc in nothing elfe fo happy. 

As in a foulc remembring my good friends. 

And as my fortune ripens with thy louc, 

It Ihalbc fol thy true loucs recompence. 

My heartthis couenant makes, my hand thus ft ales if, 
North. How far is it to Barkly, and what flur 
JCeepes good old Yorke there with his men of war? 

H.P'tr. There (lands the Caftlc by yon tuft oftrcei, 
Mand with 500 . men as 1 haiiie heard. 

And in it are the Lords of Yorke,Barkly and Seymor, 
None elfe of name and noble cftimate. 

Nort. Here come the Lords ofRolle and VVilipughbj, 
Bloudy with fpurrine, fiery red with hade. J 

Bull. Welcome my Lord?;! wot your loue purfues, 

A bamfot traitour : al my treafury 

Is yet but vnfelt thank's, which more inricht, 

Shalbe your loue and labours recompence. 

Roffe Yourprefence makes vs rich, mod noble Lord* 
WtL And far furmounts ourlabour to attaint it. 

Bui. Euermore thanke’s the exchequer of the poors, 

/ Which till nay infant fortune conies to ycarcs. 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes here? 

North. It is my Lord of Bark ly as 1 guefle: 

B/trkly My Lord of Hereford my meflage is to you. 
Bui. MyLord,«iy anlwfcreis toLancaflcr, 

And I *u> come to teckp that name in England, , 


Khr Richard the fecend. 

And I muft finde that title in your congiie. 

Before I make reply to aught you fay. 

‘Bar. Miftakc roe not my Lord, tis not my meaning, 

To race one titfc of your honour out: , 

To you my Lo. I come, what Lo: you will. 

From the raoft ghorious of this land 

The Duke of Yorke : to know what pnekes you on, 

To take aduantage of the abfent time, 

And fright our natiuc peace withfelFebornearroesJ 

Bui. 1 foal not need tranfpott my words by you. 

Here comes his grace in perfon: my noble Vncklc. 

Yorke Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whofcductic is dcceiucable and falfc. 

Tull. My gracious Vnckle. 

Tor. Tut tut.gratc me no grace»nor vnckle me no vncklc 
I am r.o traitors V nckle, and that word Grace 
In an vngratious mouth is but prophane: 

Why haue thole hanifot and forbidden legs* 

Darde once to touch a duft of Englands ground? 

But more than why? why haue they darde to march 
So many miles vponher peacefull bolbme, 

Friting her pale fac t villadges with war, 

And ofienracion ofdcfpiftd armes? 

Comfi thou becauft the annoinced king is hence! 

Why foolifo boy the King islcft behinde. 

And in my loialbofcme lies his power. 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth. 

As when brauc Gaunt thy father and my ftlfe, 
Rcfcuedthe blacke prince that young Mars of men. 

From forth the ranckesofmany thoufands French, 

O then Flow quickly foould this armc of mine 
Now prifoner to the Palfie chaftife thee. 

And minifler correction to thy faultl 

'Bull My gratious Vnckle let me know my faulty 
On what condition (lands it,and wheTcin? 

Torke Eucn in condition of the word degree, 

In grofle rebellion and detefted treafon, 

Tliou»rta banifkt man and here art corae ? 




